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This month, Toxic is cranking up the music, kicking back in her 
favorite easy chair and pulling out all the stops. I’m filling my bowl full 
of every tooth-rotting gummy drop and tootsie roll to lure you readers 
to sit on this dirty girl’s luscious lap for a killer drink or two. That’s 
right ladies and gentlemen, screw the cheesy house party your buddy 
threw last year and take a trip down my delightfully demented drink 
menu full of debauchery, hot pants and boobies filled will Jell-O shots. 
Not only will we celebrate with naked flesh candy and “boos,” but also 
with my all-time favorite horror flicks.

To kick off this party, we’re going to go back to 1970 to Taste the 
Blood of Dracula with Christopher Lee.

blood of dracula
2 oz Blue Curaçao
1 oz Jägermeister
1 oz Squirt
Mix contents in chilled cocktail glass and ravish this beast!
And since I’m hell-bent on the classics, we’re going to spend the 

better part of our evening finding out which dress looks better torn off 
by Lon Chaney as the original (1941) Wolf Man.

Silver bullet
½ oz scotch whiskey
2 oz Beefeater Gin
Twist for garnish (lemon)
Pour scotch over ice in a mixing glass. Stir to coat the ice and pour 
out the scotch. Add gin and strain into a cocktail glass, garnishing 
with the lemon twist.
Twisted up by the last two, I’m feeling like I could fall apart—so 

let’s hit up Mary Shelley and see if 1931’s Frankenstein can help piece 
me back together with a monster orgasm.

Monster Orgasm
½ oz white Crème de Cacao
½ oz amaretto
½ oz triple sec
½ oz vodka
1 oz light or heavy cream
Shake all ingredients with ice. Strain into chilled cocktail glass 
and serve.
I got so wrapped up in cocktails I decided that Boris Karloff of 

1932’s The Mummy might have just what it takes to satisfy that last call 
for alcohol shot.

d.O.A.
1 oz Kahlua
1 oz Myers’s Original Dark Rum
Top with Grand Marnier
Fill a shot glass halfway with Myers’s Rum, pour Kahlua to just 
beneath the rim, top with Grand Marnier and serve.
Pretty awesome collaboration of generally horrific masterpieces, but 

I did promise candy hot pants and boobies with Jell-O shots. So here’s 
the deal: I’m giving you the makings of a Jell-O shot that tastes like 
candy and can be used on any hot pants-wearing lady’s boobies. If you 
have a half a brain and know how to lick Jell-O off a hot girl’s tits, that is.

Gelatin Viagra
3 oz raspberry Jell-O (one 4-serving package)
8 oz boiling water
3 oz cold water
3 oz peach schnapps
6 oz Everclear
Combine all the tasty ingredients into large mixing bowl. Take pre-

bought plastic syringes and fill. They’re self-contained, less messy and 
you can squirt the contents all over a victim of your choice.

That’s it for this month’s list of mouth-wateringly wicked con-
coctions, but I’ll be back next month to dish the newest in chemical 
combinations. ‘Til then…
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As I sit in front of a plate of tacos, a laptop, a half pack of ciga-
rettes and five years of memories that would make Timothy Leary 
seem uncultured, I am aware that the one thing I have forgotten to 
include in my monthly rants is the perspective of other strip club 
dance commanders. Although typically avoided in conversations 
between guidance counselors and students, the “career” choice of 
becoming a strip club disc jockey retains a universal appeal that will 
forever remain clouded by a veil of mystery to the outside world. 
Before I begin moving this column to its online format (Tales-
FromTheDJBooth.com will be up by the time you’re reading this in 
print), I will leave you with a hybrid eulogy-testimonial to the career 
that has made me count my blessings while counting out ones. The 
following are true, unedited submissions from local Portland dance 
commanders. Enjoy, and I will see you all on the flipside…
Lvmmnox Chowderhead, a dJ in a smaller club on the westside, 
recounts his experience with a broken toilet, police officers, sex 
offenders and pissed-off owners:

One Saturday night we were pretty full up and, for whatever 
reason, both of our bathrooms decided to clog up and spew shit-
water everywhere. This was bad enough, having to tell customers, 
repeatedly, that the bathrooms were out of order. However, the next 
night yielded even more hilarious results.

For reasons unknown to just about anyone in the fucking uni-
verse, the plumbers decided to show up around midnight. They be-
gan fixing the toilet with an industrial auger powered by some kind 
of camping-trailer sized monstrosity. The noise was unbearable. 
To make matters worse, one of the two (yes two) dancers I had on 
shift had a seizure on stage, likely due to cocaine withdrawal. Awe-
somely, the three customers we had witnessed this spectacle and 
threatened to call the police, thinking she was OD’ing.

After dragging the seizing dancer to the dressing room, quiz-
zing her on who to call to come get her and finagling another 
dancer on stage, the owner of the club shows up. Pissed off about 
the noise the plumbers are making and generally being a grumpy 
owner type, he notices the passed out stripper in the dressing room 
thanks to the fact that I forgot to shut the door. Then, after inquir-
ing why we have a passed out stripper in the dressing room, and, 
after informing him that she had a seizure, and, after informing 
him that I wasn’t the one who did the booking, he asked me why we 
had an a epileptic dancer. Then, he left the building, only to return 
30 seconds later to inform us that the police had arrived. However, 
the cops hadn’t shown up because the customers called them. They 
showed up because they tailed my dancer’s ride all the way to the 
club because he’s a sex offender and not allowed to be in bars, let 
alone strip clubs. We literally had no customers for the rest of the 
night and I went home and drank myself to sleep.

Truly, this is a glamorous industry. 
dJ brian explains his perspective from that of an experienced, as 
well as traveled, strip club emcee:

Regardless if you have, act like or wish you had pussy, you’re 
looking at one—you need a dollar. Once your dollar is gone, you 
need another seat or another dollar. Seriously, Portland…ditch the 
chairs at the rack. You stand at the rack with your dollar. When the 
dancer visits you, put your dollar down and then go sit back down 
with your pals. In return for this, dancers, get your lazy rears on 
stage now. The words “stand by” are short for “stand by the stage 
and wait for your turn.” This is said during the previous girl’s first 
song, at which point you tell your customer that you are up next 
and you will be back in just a few songs. I know of inbred, red-
neck, meth-smoking alcoholic entertainers in Houston that have 
no problem with this. That’s all I have to say about that.

dJ Castor Pollux instructs you, the average Joe Nobody, on how to 
land a job as a strip club dJ:

It is a regular occurrence that some guy holding a PBR with 
his cap’s bill flatter than a six-year-old boy and twisted to one 
side will come up to me to remind me of how awesome my job is. 
I pick the music, see more naked girls than Ron Jeremy on a daily 
basis and get more free drugs than Tony Montana’s wife—so, 
yeah, I have an awesome job. Then comes the obvious question, 
“How do I get your job?“ 

The answer is simple: you don’t. Seriously, your chances of 
getting my job are so unbelievably, astronomically small that you 
would literally be more likely to get elected mayor of Annapolis 
without even running. “But, Castor,” you exclaim, “you became 
a strip club DJ! How?” I can honestly tell you that it was by an 
astronomically random series of events with an outcome which 
had similar odds to me getting a call notifying me that I was sud-
denly responsible for managing Snoop Dogg‘s weed farm.

If you have great faith in yourself and still want to attempt to 
score the sweetest occupation known to man despite the insur-
mountable odds, here’s what I would do. This will be a three-step 
process that requires absolutely flawless timing and perfect ex-
ecution. Good luck!

Step 1: Start dating a stripper. This is a daunting task in and 
of itself, but Statutory Ray has written an instruction guide on 
the subject, which should be a great place to start.  Once you 
are in a committed relationship with a dancer, this will give you 
the opportunity to be in the club frequently and also affords you 
the luxury of not having to tip many of the dancers while you’re 
there. It is important that your stripper girlfriend work at a high 
volume club and that the owner of the club is there often.

Step 2: Tip the DJ and become his very good friend or associ-
ate by any means necessary. Hang out with him, swap demo CDs, 
show him magic tricks and go on tour with his white rape-rap 
“band” and the other three shitty acts on his label. Hock his mer-
chandise, put his stickers in the bathroom stalls of other clubs 
and bars while dropping hints that you’d love to have his cushy 
stripper gig, and then…

Step 3: Wait. At this point, your search for a life in which the 
strip club transforms from an expense to a source of income be-
comes a precarious waiting game. What you are waiting for is 
the off chance that the boss will piss off your DJ friend. If and 
when the glorious day arrives that the owner of the club starts 
charging an unnecessary fee to the DJ that he absolutely refus-
es to pay due to a deep-seated disgust for authority and fear of 
change, he will quit his post. Under normal circumstances, the 
owner or manager of the club will just call a few applicants to 
come interview for the job, but if you played your cards right, the 
DJ will just call you in to cover for him on the day he walks out! 
With an hour of training under your belt and a list of fake names 
to announce, a microphone with which to do so will be placed 
into your nervous and shaky hands. Make it through that shift 
and you’re in.

Over time, you will master your mixing technique, ability to 
wrangle strippers like sheep and invent a few catch phrases like 
“this next song’s going down like my girlfriend on my birthday!” 
or “as Mercedes leaves the stage, she becomes available to dry 
hump the shit out of you in the back.”

Enjoy living the wet dream and someday, when that same DJ 
quits writing his column, try to replace him there, too. By then 
you’ll have plenty of your own crazy tales from the DJ booth.

Johnny Shiitake explains his perspective, illustrating the all-too-forgotten factor that 
is the customer:

On more than one occasion, some random inebriated douche has commented on how 
much I must love my job because “Hey man, you get to look at naked chicks all night 
bro…that rocks!” Every time I respond, I start with a feigned smile, slow head shake and 
a vague “Well, sometimes it’s cool, but there’s a lot of bullshit you gotta deal with just to 
get through the night, just like every other job.” Immediately, the douchebag retorts with 
some asinine, misogynistic comment about crazy strippers and I give the upturned hand 
shrug and throw a halfhearted,“Yeah, somethin’ like that.”

The truth is, it’s not something like that. It’s really not the dancers that have ground me 
down over the past six years and turned my binge drinking into full-blown, after work 
memory-retarding therapy sessions. Sure, my co-workers have thrown me some interest-
ing “well, that’s going in my autobiography” moments. I’ve seen the meltdowns, the 
catfights, the drug use, etc. Shit, the first couple years I did this, I would tell people my 
job title should actually be “in-house therapist.” But all that comes with the territory.  
You get used to it. All those wacky, cringe-inducing, mother-worrying, “wow, no one will 
ever believe this” anecdotes are actually what make my job interesting. Enjoyable, even.

No, the reality of it is that the twenty-something, Lake Oswego living, middle-man-
agement heading TOOL spouting his broseph B.S. is my future coronary. It’s you, Heir 
Douchenbaggen, not the dancers that make me poke that IV of Jack into the first visible 
vein the instant I clock out. Cheers.
And last (most likely least) is the opinion of your very own editor-in-chief, Exotic 
magazine’s Spooky x:

And here I thought this was going to be a tribute/farewell to Statutory Ray’s “Tales from 
the DJ Booth,” yet apparently, it seems like more of a collection of DJs auditioning for his 
column. If I was going to try and imitate Ray’s scandalous slam sessions on the strippers 
and clubs that all of you hold so dear, I would do it in my own column, “Erotic City.” Wait 
a minute; I already have been doing that for the past 10 years now haven’t I? In the past 
decade, (outside of a couple of years off for rehab and a year in therapy for stripper-related 
health hazards) I used “Erotic City” to highlight those behind-the-scenes nightmares and 
horror stories that one is exposed to as a strip club DJ. On occasion, I have stepped over 
a line and cost us an advertiser or gotten bitch slapped by some raging twirler for expos-
ing her vaginal odor in print. In extreme conditions of narcotic oblivion, I would use my 
column as some twisted form of self-medicating therapy by torturing our readers with self-
indulgent anecdotes and forced incoherent ramblings I wouldn’t remember writing until I 
saw them in print (pretty much the same thing we are all doing right now). 

As a writer for this magazine, it gets a little difficult to stay inspired month after month of 
eternal deadlines. You try to regurgitate an incident or event that was probably better left 
unsaid, while trying to use your sarcastic wit and superior attitude to transform it into ex-
cusable entertainment. At the same time, you are forced not to cross the line, or god forbid, 
be too passionate or inspired about the point you’re trying to make lest ye dare cost your 
employer advertiser revenue. This publication has many fallen editorial soldiers whose 
contributions eventually led to Exotic exile. I gotta be honest Ray, exile is how I always 
expected you to go out, with a big fuckin’ bang. So now, you’re gonna take your “Tales” 
online and ride off into the cyber-sunset? All as a noble gesture of saving Exotic any scan-
dalous fallout (should you actually decide to reveal that the Bada Bing was actually a real 
club here in Portland on Barbur Boulevard)? I think I’m going to call bullshit on that. Fact 
of the matter is, you’re not working in shithole strip shacks anymore and you actually give 
a rat’s ass about losing your job from not one, but two A-list clubs. Actually, you’re prob-
ably more likely to lose your job by ODOT running a freeway through your club than as a 
consequence of writing about your boss’ favorite stripper simultaneously blowing you and 
puking behind the DJ booth.

Whatever the reason, I (and our readers) have all enjoyed the ride. I wish the best of luck 
to you in blogdom my brother. I can’t wait to read what you’ve always wished you could say 
right here. As for me, I’m just gonna live dangerously and see how much I can get away 
with right here at Exotic without getting shit-canned. I’ve got plenty more to say, but I’m 
saving the good stuff for this month’s “Erotic City.” 

What can I say? I would like to thank the five hundred-plus strippers that have contrib-
uted to my psychological state as well as pocket book, but there’s just not enough room 
(a.k.a. brain cells) left to do so. I’d like to thank all my loyal readers, but most of you are 
scumfucks like myself that would simply take such thanks to be more than they are worth. 
I’d even like to thank all the clubs that have put me on, but the ones I value would most 
likely lose customers on association with yours truly alone. So I’ll thank you by swinging 
by post-limit for that nightcap pint of whiskey. The one group I’d really like to shout out 
is this very magazine. Exotic has allowed me an opportunity to rant my way into a writing 
career, an opportunity that no other living human being can profess to. I look forward to 
seeing you all at TalesFromTheDJBooth.com, and to clear up the rumors, I’m not leaving 
the magazine, just moving “Tales” to a non-advertiser-supported format.

What a long, strange trip it’s been.
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threatened to call the police, thinking she was OD’ing.
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zing her on who to call to come get her and finagling another 
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the noise the plumbers are making and generally being a grumpy 
owner type, he notices the passed out stripper in the dressing room 
thanks to the fact that I forgot to shut the door. Then, after inquir-
ing why we have a passed out stripper in the dressing room, and, 
after informing him that she had a seizure, and, after informing 
him that I wasn’t the one who did the booking, he asked me why we 
had an a epileptic dancer. Then, he left the building, only to return 
30 seconds later to inform us that the police had arrived. However, 
the cops hadn’t shown up because the customers called them. They 
showed up because they tailed my dancer’s ride all the way to the 
club because he’s a sex offender and not allowed to be in bars, let 
alone strip clubs. We literally had no customers for the rest of the 
night and I went home and drank myself to sleep.

Truly, this is a glamorous industry. 
dJ brian explains his perspective from that of an experienced, as 
well as traveled, strip club emcee:

Regardless if you have, act like or wish you had pussy, you’re 
looking at one—you need a dollar. Once your dollar is gone, you 
need another seat or another dollar. Seriously, Portland…ditch the 
chairs at the rack. You stand at the rack with your dollar. When the 
dancer visits you, put your dollar down and then go sit back down 
with your pals. In return for this, dancers, get your lazy rears on 
stage now. The words “stand by” are short for “stand by the stage 
and wait for your turn.” This is said during the previous girl’s first 
song, at which point you tell your customer that you are up next 
and you will be back in just a few songs. I know of inbred, red-
neck, meth-smoking alcoholic entertainers in Houston that have 
no problem with this. That’s all I have to say about that.

dJ Castor Pollux instructs you, the average Joe Nobody, on how to 
land a job as a strip club dJ:

It is a regular occurrence that some guy holding a PBR with 
his cap’s bill flatter than a six-year-old boy and twisted to one 
side will come up to me to remind me of how awesome my job is. 
I pick the music, see more naked girls than Ron Jeremy on a daily 
basis and get more free drugs than Tony Montana’s wife—so, 
yeah, I have an awesome job. Then comes the obvious question, 
“How do I get your job?“ 

The answer is simple: you don’t. Seriously, your chances of 
getting my job are so unbelievably, astronomically small that you 
would literally be more likely to get elected mayor of Annapolis 
without even running. “But, Castor,” you exclaim, “you became 
a strip club DJ! How?” I can honestly tell you that it was by an 
astronomically random series of events with an outcome which 
had similar odds to me getting a call notifying me that I was sud-
denly responsible for managing Snoop Dogg‘s weed farm.

If you have great faith in yourself and still want to attempt to 
score the sweetest occupation known to man despite the insur-
mountable odds, here’s what I would do. This will be a three-step 
process that requires absolutely flawless timing and perfect ex-
ecution. Good luck!

Step 1: Start dating a stripper. This is a daunting task in and 
of itself, but Statutory Ray has written an instruction guide on 
the subject, which should be a great place to start.  Once you 
are in a committed relationship with a dancer, this will give you 
the opportunity to be in the club frequently and also affords you 
the luxury of not having to tip many of the dancers while you’re 
there. It is important that your stripper girlfriend work at a high 
volume club and that the owner of the club is there often.

Step 2: Tip the DJ and become his very good friend or associ-
ate by any means necessary. Hang out with him, swap demo CDs, 
show him magic tricks and go on tour with his white rape-rap 
“band” and the other three shitty acts on his label. Hock his mer-
chandise, put his stickers in the bathroom stalls of other clubs 
and bars while dropping hints that you’d love to have his cushy 
stripper gig, and then…

Step 3: Wait. At this point, your search for a life in which the 
strip club transforms from an expense to a source of income be-
comes a precarious waiting game. What you are waiting for is 
the off chance that the boss will piss off your DJ friend. If and 
when the glorious day arrives that the owner of the club starts 
charging an unnecessary fee to the DJ that he absolutely refus-
es to pay due to a deep-seated disgust for authority and fear of 
change, he will quit his post. Under normal circumstances, the 
owner or manager of the club will just call a few applicants to 
come interview for the job, but if you played your cards right, the 
DJ will just call you in to cover for him on the day he walks out! 
With an hour of training under your belt and a list of fake names 
to announce, a microphone with which to do so will be placed 
into your nervous and shaky hands. Make it through that shift 
and you’re in.

Over time, you will master your mixing technique, ability to 
wrangle strippers like sheep and invent a few catch phrases like 
“this next song’s going down like my girlfriend on my birthday!” 
or “as Mercedes leaves the stage, she becomes available to dry 
hump the shit out of you in the back.”

Enjoy living the wet dream and someday, when that same DJ 
quits writing his column, try to replace him there, too. By then 
you’ll have plenty of your own crazy tales from the DJ booth.

Johnny Shiitake explains his perspective, illustrating the all-too-forgotten factor that 
is the customer:

On more than one occasion, some random inebriated douche has commented on how 
much I must love my job because “Hey man, you get to look at naked chicks all night 
bro…that rocks!” Every time I respond, I start with a feigned smile, slow head shake and 
a vague “Well, sometimes it’s cool, but there’s a lot of bullshit you gotta deal with just to 
get through the night, just like every other job.” Immediately, the douchebag retorts with 
some asinine, misogynistic comment about crazy strippers and I give the upturned hand 
shrug and throw a halfhearted,“Yeah, somethin’ like that.”

The truth is, it’s not something like that. It’s really not the dancers that have ground me 
down over the past six years and turned my binge drinking into full-blown, after work 
memory-retarding therapy sessions. Sure, my co-workers have thrown me some interest-
ing “well, that’s going in my autobiography” moments. I’ve seen the meltdowns, the 
catfights, the drug use, etc. Shit, the first couple years I did this, I would tell people my 
job title should actually be “in-house therapist.” But all that comes with the territory.  
You get used to it. All those wacky, cringe-inducing, mother-worrying, “wow, no one will 
ever believe this” anecdotes are actually what make my job interesting. Enjoyable, even.

No, the reality of it is that the twenty-something, Lake Oswego living, middle-man-
agement heading TOOL spouting his broseph B.S. is my future coronary. It’s you, Heir 
Douchenbaggen, not the dancers that make me poke that IV of Jack into the first visible 
vein the instant I clock out. Cheers.
And last (most likely least) is the opinion of your very own editor-in-chief, Exotic 
magazine’s Spooky x:

And here I thought this was going to be a tribute/farewell to Statutory Ray’s “Tales from 
the DJ Booth,” yet apparently, it seems like more of a collection of DJs auditioning for his 
column. If I was going to try and imitate Ray’s scandalous slam sessions on the strippers 
and clubs that all of you hold so dear, I would do it in my own column, “Erotic City.” Wait 
a minute; I already have been doing that for the past 10 years now haven’t I? In the past 
decade, (outside of a couple of years off for rehab and a year in therapy for stripper-related 
health hazards) I used “Erotic City” to highlight those behind-the-scenes nightmares and 
horror stories that one is exposed to as a strip club DJ. On occasion, I have stepped over 
a line and cost us an advertiser or gotten bitch slapped by some raging twirler for expos-
ing her vaginal odor in print. In extreme conditions of narcotic oblivion, I would use my 
column as some twisted form of self-medicating therapy by torturing our readers with self-
indulgent anecdotes and forced incoherent ramblings I wouldn’t remember writing until I 
saw them in print (pretty much the same thing we are all doing right now). 

As a writer for this magazine, it gets a little difficult to stay inspired month after month of 
eternal deadlines. You try to regurgitate an incident or event that was probably better left 
unsaid, while trying to use your sarcastic wit and superior attitude to transform it into ex-
cusable entertainment. At the same time, you are forced not to cross the line, or god forbid, 
be too passionate or inspired about the point you’re trying to make lest ye dare cost your 
employer advertiser revenue. This publication has many fallen editorial soldiers whose 
contributions eventually led to Exotic exile. I gotta be honest Ray, exile is how I always 
expected you to go out, with a big fuckin’ bang. So now, you’re gonna take your “Tales” 
online and ride off into the cyber-sunset? All as a noble gesture of saving Exotic any scan-
dalous fallout (should you actually decide to reveal that the Bada Bing was actually a real 
club here in Portland on Barbur Boulevard)? I think I’m going to call bullshit on that. Fact 
of the matter is, you’re not working in shithole strip shacks anymore and you actually give 
a rat’s ass about losing your job from not one, but two A-list clubs. Actually, you’re prob-
ably more likely to lose your job by ODOT running a freeway through your club than as a 
consequence of writing about your boss’ favorite stripper simultaneously blowing you and 
puking behind the DJ booth.

Whatever the reason, I (and our readers) have all enjoyed the ride. I wish the best of luck 
to you in blogdom my brother. I can’t wait to read what you’ve always wished you could say 
right here. As for me, I’m just gonna live dangerously and see how much I can get away 
with right here at Exotic without getting shit-canned. I’ve got plenty more to say, but I’m 
saving the good stuff for this month’s “Erotic City.” 

What can I say? I would like to thank the five hundred-plus strippers that have contrib-
uted to my psychological state as well as pocket book, but there’s just not enough room 
(a.k.a. brain cells) left to do so. I’d like to thank all my loyal readers, but most of you are 
scumfucks like myself that would simply take such thanks to be more than they are worth. 
I’d even like to thank all the clubs that have put me on, but the ones I value would most 
likely lose customers on association with yours truly alone. So I’ll thank you by swinging 
by post-limit for that nightcap pint of whiskey. The one group I’d really like to shout out 
is this very magazine. Exotic has allowed me an opportunity to rant my way into a writing 
career, an opportunity that no other living human being can profess to. I look forward to 
seeing you all at TalesFromTheDJBooth.com, and to clear up the rumors, I’m not leaving 
the magazine, just moving “Tales” to a non-advertiser-supported format.

What a long, strange trip it’s been.
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After a bit of a sabbatical, I’m back to wreak havoc on your 
fragile psyches. With the passing of Tales from the DJ Booth this 
month, I guess the responsibility of telling you all those things 
about the dark side of exotic entertainment that you really didn’t 
need to know (and will probably be scarred for life after reading) 
now falls on my shoulders. And what better time to share these 
horrific accounts than Halloween? Don’t expect any candy in your 
goodie bags kiddies, the following is going to be about as appeal-
ing as a sack of flaming dog shit left on your porch. Those of you 
faint of heart or sensitive in the stomach might wish to move on 
to the next article. But to my fearless readers, enter if you dare. 
The following are real accounts, by anonymous workers in the en-
tertainment industry, of incidents that took place in anonymous 
venues. In no particular order of repulsion, we shamefully present:

The Six Most Horrific Tales of the Stripped & Peeling

LACTATION
1. An obviously agitated customer approached me in the DJ 

booth to inform me that one of our day shift girls had allegedly 
purposely projectile lactated in his eye. I informed the customer I 
would look into this further, apologized for the unwelcome dairy 
discharge and bought him a drink. After observing the accused 
milk maid’s next set, I discovered she was indeed targeting a num-
ber of customers seated at her rack with an occasional squirt of 
motherly love. Now I’m not saying there aren’t guys that don’t get 
off on this, but I think it should be a choice to be lactated upon, 
not an unexpected “gift.” So as soon as the dairy queen got off 
the stage, I took her aside and informed her that her milky show-
ers were not acceptable. She complained that it was sometimes 
beyond her control and that it was painful if she didn’t express an 
occasional discharge. Somewhere in between compassion and I 
don’t give a fuck, we settled on the fact that her discharges were to 
be expressed anywhere but on the club floor. About a week later, I 
stopped by the club when I was off shift, bellied up to the bar for a 
shot of whiskey and observed a “gentleman” across the bar sipping 
a creamy looking liquid out of a rocks glass. “Nectar of the gods!” 
he sighed as he slammed the now empty glass down on the bar. 
“What’s your poison, friend?” I asked. He smirked, crudely licked 
his lips and said proudly, “Breast milk.” I looked at the schedule 
and wouldn’t you know it, the dairy queen was on shift. I cornered 
her in the dressing room and asked about the addition to our bev-
erage menu at the bar. Knowing her little scam was exposed, she 
admitted that yes, she not only provided him the milk, but she had 
sold it to him. “What!? And exactly how much did you sell it to 
him for?” I asked. “$8.50,” she responded. I continued the inter-
rogation with, “And how exactly did you arrive at that price?” She 

looked somewhat ashamed and informed me, “Well, I started at 
$20 but then he negotiated me down to $8.50.” I wasn’t sure which 
was more disgusting in my mind—the fact that she was selling her 
breast milk on the floor or that she was doing it at almost 60% off. 

MENSTRuATION
2. Yeah, this is a subject most men generally avoid like the 

plague. So picture, if you will, a brand new DJ on his first day of 
work at a new club with a fancy dressing room. I remember my 
excitement as I strutted downstairs to a land where few men are 
allowed passage. I was almost giddy as I witnessed the behind-
the-scenes whirlwind of naked flesh, hairspray and sequins as the 
girls frantically prepared their war paint in preparation for the start 
of their shifts. Almost forgetting why I was in the dressing room, I 
snapped out of it and remembered my goal of assembling the rota-
tion. One girl barked that she was ready and that I better put her on 
the fucking main stage first and not after that bitch that stole her 
shoes and copies her pole tricks. I graciously, and a bit fearfully, 
obliged and strolled up to the next entertainer and asked what time 
she would be ready. Now remember, this is my first time in the 
dressing room as well as the first time I’ve ever met this girl (who 
we will call Smokey). Smokey smiled at me and said she was just 
about ready as she raised her leg and balanced herself in a Captain 
Morgan pose on the vanity stool. Without blinking an eye, Smokey 
lowered a lighter to her vagina and flicked her BIC. After a spark, a 
trail of smoke and a faint aroma of singed pubes, Smokey happily 
announced she was ready for her shift. Shaking off my stunned re-
action, I asked her, “What the fuck was that about?” She giggled at 
my apparent ignorance and informed me, “I’m on my period, silly. 
I had to burn the string off my tampon!” and sashayed upstairs to 
share her vagina with all the unknowing perverts upstairs. Such 
was the beginning of my loss of innocence.

3. A couple of years ago, I used to work with a friend who was 
a dancer/dominatrix. She was obviously a very good one too be-
cause a number of her dom clients would also come to see her 
dance. One day she told me this story about a customer who would 
see her once a month and had been for several months. He al-
ways had the same, very specific request for her. He would pay 
her generously each month for her used feminine products. As if 
that weren’t strange enough, he would then take these tampons and 
store them in his freezer to keep them “fresh” until he was ready 
for their intended purpose. He liked to dip them in his coffee to 
give his morning caffeine fix a little extra “kick.”

4. When I first started dancing, I always wondered how girls 
were able to work on their periods. There was a girl I would watch 
all the time at my first club because she would do these amazing 

tricks. One day in particular, I was watching her do a shoulder 
mount completely naked. Now in these moves, you really squeeze 
your ab muscles to push yourself up. Well I think she squeezed a 
little too hard, because her tampon popped out and landed on the 
stage in plain view of every customer at the rack. The sad part was 
she didn’t even realize it had happened until she was done with her 
set and saw it on the floor of the stage as she was collecting her 
tips. That day I learned that, yes, you can dance on your period, 
just don’t do pole tricks without your bottoms on.

MuTILATION
5. On one of my first few days on the job as not only a DJ, but a 

booking agent, I noticed a dancer (who we’ll call Starfish) stroll-
ing into the club who had no-showed on her past two shifts and 
was about an hour and a half late for her current scheduled shift. 
Okay, I needed to make an example out of this one; if the other 
girls thought I let Starfish get away with it, they would all see me 
as weak and show up for their shifts whenever they damn well 
pleased—so this bitch was going down! I stormed up to her and 
snapped at her to get into the dressing room so I could discipline 
her in front of the rest of the girls. We went backstage where about 
three other dancers were gathered complaining about the losers 
that weren’t tipping, so I had my witnesses in place. “So what in 
the fuck makes you think I’m gonna let you work tonight Star-
fish? You flaked your past two shifts, didn’t answer your goddamn 
phone and then roll in an hour and a half late,” I shouted. She 
whimpered that she had an acceptable excuse to which I barked, “I 
have a business to run here and I don’t give a rat’s ass about your 
excuses. You owe me $60 for cancellation fees. Now get ready 
and get your ass on stage before I take you off the schedule for 
the rest of the week!” After realizing she wasn’t gonna win, she 
pulled her trump card and shrieked back, “I’M SORRY, BUT MY 
MAN FUCKED ME IN THE ASS SO HARD TWO NIGHTS 
AGO THAT I THOUGHT I SHOULDN’T EVEN BOTHER 
TRYING TO DANCE!” We now had the full attention of our 
witnesses and it was my turn to react to her sodomy mishap. 
I sighed uneasily and gave it my best shot by saying, “Look, 
I’ve dealt with cutters who took things a little too far, 
girls who’ve been whipped like dogs all weekend 
long and they still find a way to show up for their 
shifts…” and stopped dead at mid-sentence as 
Starfish dropped her sweat pants, bent over and 
spread her ass cheeks to show me the most horrific 
and mutilated asshole I have ever seen. You could 
hear a pin drop for the next 30 seconds, 
followed by the clicking of stilettos as 
my three witnesses decided the spectacle 
had just become a bit more than they bar-
gained for. I was staring at the floor, try-
ing to erase what I had just seen from my 
memory and said “Okay, forget the cancel-
lation fees; I’m going back out front to try 
and bleach my retinas. Take the rest of the 
week off and call me when your asshole 
doesn’t have an echo.” She was back to 
work two days later. There was a footnote 
to this story, but I really don’t want to get 
into the topic of defecation, so let’s just 
leave it at that.

EJACuLATION
6. No one liked to follow Preshuss. She always used too much 

lotion, had a huge ass full of expired cottage cheese and loved 
dragging her unusually slimy vagina across the brass pole as of-
ten as she could. Preshuss stumbled into the DJ booth with the 
grace of Sasquatch and asked if I could play some nasty, freaky 
slow jams on her next set because her boyfriend was there to pick 
her up and he wanted to sit at the rack for her last set. I agreed to 
her request simply to get her out of my booth and queued up LL 
Cool J’s “Doin’ It” followed by Prince’s “Get Off.” About halfway 
through song one, at a low volume moment, I—and everyone at 
that rack—heard a prominent SPLAT as Preshuss twirled above 
the room at the top of the pole. Preshuss looked a little confused, 
slid down the pole and retreated to the sanctuary of the dressing 
room. I called up the next dancer in the rotation and warned her 
to hose the stage down thoroughly because Preshuss had just been 
on. The dancer shrieked when she got on stage and told me the 
floor was soaked. She called up security to get a mop as I popped 
back into the dressing room to have a word with Preshuss. “Are 
you feeling okay? What was up with bailing in the middle of your 
first song?” I asked. “I’m sorry,” she said as she scrubbed her va-
gina with a tube sock, “but I got a little too excited and I made 
myself cum when I was up on the pole.” As I fled the dressing 
room in disgust, she called out to me, “You don’t know what a 
yeast infection looks like, do you?”

Enjoy your Halloween my friends and take comfort in the illu-
sion that none of what you have just read ever actually happened. 
Embrace the fantasy and you just might make it out of this House 
of Horrors with your libido intact. Sweet dreams.
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discharge and bought him a drink. After observing the accused 
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motherly love. Now I’m not saying there aren’t guys that don’t get 
off on this, but I think it should be a choice to be lactated upon, 
not an unexpected “gift.” So as soon as the dairy queen got off 
the stage, I took her aside and informed her that her milky show-
ers were not acceptable. She complained that it was sometimes 
beyond her control and that it was painful if she didn’t express an 
occasional discharge. Somewhere in between compassion and I 
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he sighed as he slammed the now empty glass down on the bar. 
“What’s your poison, friend?” I asked. He smirked, crudely licked 
his lips and said proudly, “Breast milk.” I looked at the schedule 
and wouldn’t you know it, the dairy queen was on shift. I cornered 
her in the dressing room and asked about the addition to our bev-
erage menu at the bar. Knowing her little scam was exposed, she 
admitted that yes, she not only provided him the milk, but she had 
sold it to him. “What!? And exactly how much did you sell it to 
him for?” I asked. “$8.50,” she responded. I continued the inter-
rogation with, “And how exactly did you arrive at that price?” She 

looked somewhat ashamed and informed me, “Well, I started at 
$20 but then he negotiated me down to $8.50.” I wasn’t sure which 
was more disgusting in my mind—the fact that she was selling her 
breast milk on the floor or that she was doing it at almost 60% off. 
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2. Yeah, this is a subject most men generally avoid like the 

plague. So picture, if you will, a brand new DJ on his first day of 
work at a new club with a fancy dressing room. I remember my 
excitement as I strutted downstairs to a land where few men are 
allowed passage. I was almost giddy as I witnessed the behind-
the-scenes whirlwind of naked flesh, hairspray and sequins as the 
girls frantically prepared their war paint in preparation for the start 
of their shifts. Almost forgetting why I was in the dressing room, I 
snapped out of it and remembered my goal of assembling the rota-
tion. One girl barked that she was ready and that I better put her on 
the fucking main stage first and not after that bitch that stole her 
shoes and copies her pole tricks. I graciously, and a bit fearfully, 
obliged and strolled up to the next entertainer and asked what time 
she would be ready. Now remember, this is my first time in the 
dressing room as well as the first time I’ve ever met this girl (who 
we will call Smokey). Smokey smiled at me and said she was just 
about ready as she raised her leg and balanced herself in a Captain 
Morgan pose on the vanity stool. Without blinking an eye, Smokey 
lowered a lighter to her vagina and flicked her BIC. After a spark, a 
trail of smoke and a faint aroma of singed pubes, Smokey happily 
announced she was ready for her shift. Shaking off my stunned re-
action, I asked her, “What the fuck was that about?” She giggled at 
my apparent ignorance and informed me, “I’m on my period, silly. 
I had to burn the string off my tampon!” and sashayed upstairs to 
share her vagina with all the unknowing perverts upstairs. Such 
was the beginning of my loss of innocence.

3. A couple of years ago, I used to work with a friend who was 
a dancer/dominatrix. She was obviously a very good one too be-
cause a number of her dom clients would also come to see her 
dance. One day she told me this story about a customer who would 
see her once a month and had been for several months. He al-
ways had the same, very specific request for her. He would pay 
her generously each month for her used feminine products. As if 
that weren’t strange enough, he would then take these tampons and 
store them in his freezer to keep them “fresh” until he was ready 
for their intended purpose. He liked to dip them in his coffee to 
give his morning caffeine fix a little extra “kick.”

4. When I first started dancing, I always wondered how girls 
were able to work on their periods. There was a girl I would watch 
all the time at my first club because she would do these amazing 

tricks. One day in particular, I was watching her do a shoulder 
mount completely naked. Now in these moves, you really squeeze 
your ab muscles to push yourself up. Well I think she squeezed a 
little too hard, because her tampon popped out and landed on the 
stage in plain view of every customer at the rack. The sad part was 
she didn’t even realize it had happened until she was done with her 
set and saw it on the floor of the stage as she was collecting her 
tips. That day I learned that, yes, you can dance on your period, 
just don’t do pole tricks without your bottoms on.
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5. On one of my first few days on the job as not only a DJ, but a 

booking agent, I noticed a dancer (who we’ll call Starfish) stroll-
ing into the club who had no-showed on her past two shifts and 
was about an hour and a half late for her current scheduled shift. 
Okay, I needed to make an example out of this one; if the other 
girls thought I let Starfish get away with it, they would all see me 
as weak and show up for their shifts whenever they damn well 
pleased—so this bitch was going down! I stormed up to her and 
snapped at her to get into the dressing room so I could discipline 
her in front of the rest of the girls. We went backstage where about 
three other dancers were gathered complaining about the losers 
that weren’t tipping, so I had my witnesses in place. “So what in 
the fuck makes you think I’m gonna let you work tonight Star-
fish? You flaked your past two shifts, didn’t answer your goddamn 
phone and then roll in an hour and a half late,” I shouted. She 
whimpered that she had an acceptable excuse to which I barked, “I 
have a business to run here and I don’t give a rat’s ass about your 
excuses. You owe me $60 for cancellation fees. Now get ready 
and get your ass on stage before I take you off the schedule for 
the rest of the week!” After realizing she wasn’t gonna win, she 
pulled her trump card and shrieked back, “I’M SORRY, BUT MY 
MAN FUCKED ME IN THE ASS SO HARD TWO NIGHTS 
AGO THAT I THOUGHT I SHOULDN’T EVEN BOTHER 
TRYING TO DANCE!” We now had the full attention of our 
witnesses and it was my turn to react to her sodomy mishap. 
I sighed uneasily and gave it my best shot by saying, “Look, 
I’ve dealt with cutters who took things a little too far, 
girls who’ve been whipped like dogs all weekend 
long and they still find a way to show up for their 
shifts…” and stopped dead at mid-sentence as 
Starfish dropped her sweat pants, bent over and 
spread her ass cheeks to show me the most horrific 
and mutilated asshole I have ever seen. You could 
hear a pin drop for the next 30 seconds, 
followed by the clicking of stilettos as 
my three witnesses decided the spectacle 
had just become a bit more than they bar-
gained for. I was staring at the floor, try-
ing to erase what I had just seen from my 
memory and said “Okay, forget the cancel-
lation fees; I’m going back out front to try 
and bleach my retinas. Take the rest of the 
week off and call me when your asshole 
doesn’t have an echo.” She was back to 
work two days later. There was a footnote 
to this story, but I really don’t want to get 
into the topic of defecation, so let’s just 
leave it at that.
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lotion, had a huge ass full of expired cottage cheese and loved 
dragging her unusually slimy vagina across the brass pole as of-
ten as she could. Preshuss stumbled into the DJ booth with the 
grace of Sasquatch and asked if I could play some nasty, freaky 
slow jams on her next set because her boyfriend was there to pick 
her up and he wanted to sit at the rack for her last set. I agreed to 
her request simply to get her out of my booth and queued up LL 
Cool J’s “Doin’ It” followed by Prince’s “Get Off.” About halfway 
through song one, at a low volume moment, I—and everyone at 
that rack—heard a prominent SPLAT as Preshuss twirled above 
the room at the top of the pole. Preshuss looked a little confused, 
slid down the pole and retreated to the sanctuary of the dressing 
room. I called up the next dancer in the rotation and warned her 
to hose the stage down thoroughly because Preshuss had just been 
on. The dancer shrieked when she got on stage and told me the 
floor was soaked. She called up security to get a mop as I popped 
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Strap on your strap-ons, bend 
over and enjoy the ride—it’s once 
again time for yesterday’s news 
repackaged as today’s hot gossip! 
There’s a lot going on in the in-
separable world of music, politics 
and entertainment, including 50 
Cent’s gay-bashing rant, an ac-
tual pinup calendar of sexy Mor-
mon men and, most importantly, 
a Barry White biopic in which 
the dead R&B singer will play a 
ghost who guides a young boy in 
his quest for love. No, none of the 
previously mentioned statements 
are false, but it doesn’t matter be-
cause none of that stuff is nearly 
as important as the following tid-
bits of brain spittle…

First on the platter: who’s ready 
to fuck some plastic? In hopes of 
being the fi rst company to ever 
publicly clone an exact replica 
of a living human being, Pipe 
Dream Products has just released 
a Kim Kardashian blow-up doll, 
complete with a gigantic bubbly 
ass and expensive price tag. Af-
ter looking over the list of future 
blow-up doll replicas to be re-
leased by Pipe Dream, including 
Lindsay Lohan, Britney Spears, 
Paris Hilton and Beyoncé, it looks 
as if the company is preparing for 
the upcoming zombie apoca-
lypse by cloning the most struc-
turally basic and substantially 
void humans available. Watch 
your back, Bieber!

Speaking of Justin “holy shit 
this kid is still newsworthy?!” 
Bieber, the sexually promiscu-
ous teenager has been supposedly 
engaging in tweet-sexting with the 
blow-up doll herself, Kim “oh my 
god, Becky” Kardashian. Making 

a statement to those branches of 
the media that have been ignoring 
our deteriorating political system 
and post-war economy in order to 
bring us more news regarding pre-
pubescent boys and their singing 
“careers,” Justin Bieber stated 
that he is “happy with the single 
life,” most likely due to the fact 
that Billy Ray Cyrus is already 
loading his shotgun in anticipation 
of his daughter’s 18th birthday and 
potential marriage proposal from 
the Bieber himself.

If Justin Bieber’s “here for 
dating” status isn’t enough of a 
reason for the Jackson family to 
be really, really pissed about Mi-
chael’s predictable and unsur-
prising death, “Son-less” Joe 
Jackson has rallied against ag-
ing producer Quincy Jones (who 
is asking the courts and media to 
drop any charges against Michael 
Jackson’s former doctor), claim-
ing that any allusion to potential 
drug use amongst rotting, forty-
something child molesters is sim-
ply false. A posthumous remake 
of the “Thriller” video, however 
unnecessary, is the only chance 
of MJ ever making a legitimate 
comeback. George A. Romero 
is currently in a bidding war with 
Michael Bay regarding who gets 
custody of Jacko’s corpse once 
the remaining ten percent of hu-
man fl esh dissolves into a plas-
tic, performance-ready zombie. 
None of this will be possible, 
however, until Jacko Sr. decides 
to quit being a bitch and cough up 
the loot from his dead son’s es-
tate (which is limited mostly to a 
few cum-soaked toys and three of 
the four Beatles).

In other racially ambiguous 
people news, Politically Incor-
rect host Bill Maher was recently 
under fi re from superfi cial, overly 
sensitive liberal whites for appar-
ently using the word “nigger” in 
an interview with Larry King. Al-
though some reports have claimed 
that this is not true, naming a mys-
terious “N-word” as the culprit, 
the exact word in question remains 
unclear. Whether “necrophilia” 
or “nostalgia,” the elusive word 

(whose only known attribute is the 
letter “N,” a consistent sponsor of 
the public television show Sesame 
Street) was used in a context de-
scribing right-wing politician’s use 
of racially-charged euphemisms 
against black leaders. Whether 
the word “nigger” or “ninjitsu,” the 
verdict is in: it is offi cially unfash-
ionable to talk about controversial 
socio-political issues in the open…

…unless, of course, you are re-
ferring to masturbation, AIDS 
and Jesus! Tea Party candidate and 
prude bitch Christine O’Donnell 
(R-Del.) has recently been the sub-
ject of church group and porn 
store gossip due to comments re-
garding the supposed moral inap-
propriateness of jerking off and 
wearing condoms. According to 
Christine “might as well be Rosie” 
O’Donnell, fucking people outside 
of marriage is prohibited by the 
laws set forth by a dying religion, 
yet fucking people out of the right 
to marry is a highly encouraged 
practice. With the support of Sarah 
Palin (MILF-Alaska), O’Donnell, 
an otherwise worthless blip on the 
political radar, will likely remain 
newsworthy until her sex tape is 
made public. One thing is for sure, 
this lady’s snatch is probably tight-
er than an asthmatic toddler’s 
throat. Perhaps a blow-up Virgin 
Mary is also in the works from the 
good folks at Pipe Dreams, but 
only time will tell.

If the thought of a fuckable reli-
gious fi gure turns you off, perhaps 
you prefer the “strange home-
less girl” type instead. Smash-
ing Pumpkins front-thing Billy 
Corgan sure does and he loves the 
orphans so much that he recently 

professed his fetish for vagabonds 
half his age. Stating that Veronicas 
front-girl Jessica Origliasso is his 
“new girlfriend,” Corgan is happy 
enough with the fact that consen-
sual sex lies within his grasp that 
he doesn’t mind the fact that his 
woman sleeps on the streets (when 
not “touring” for purposes of food 
and shelter). Speak for yourself, 
Billbo, but we don’t swing by 
the Goodwill when shopping for 
“new” stuff unless it’s the latest 
Smashing Pumpkins album.

For those of us that would rather 
not visualize Billy “not quite a pi-
rate“ Corgan having sex with a 
homeless girl, perhaps the thought 
of Taylor Swift will help your 
mental palette clean itself of the re-
maining brain stank. Although it 
sounds like an essay from a student 
in a remedial alternative school, 
“Who You Are is Not What You 
Did” is actually the title of the lat-
est Taylor Swift song, which con-
tains a diss of Kayne West for his 
Kayne-ish behavior at last year’s 
VMAs. Helping to establish her-
self in the country-western genre, 
Taylor Swift has successfully held 
the longest grudge against a suc-
cessful black man since John 
McCain. Although Exotic Enter-
tainment News staff was unable 

to attend this year’s Video Music 
Awards, rumor has it that Kanye 
stunned crowds by not being a 
douche, claiming that his next al-
bum will be an “experimental jour-
ney” into the territory of recording 
and producing music for the sake of 
art and art alone. Although we are 
calling this a ridiculous publicity 
stunt comparable to Glenn “I had 
a nightmare” Beck’s Two-Hundred 
Man March, hip hop journalists 
warn of a feud between the Swift 
and West camps resulting in a 
possible server overload for both 
Twitter and TMZ Online.

‘Til next time, we’re out like 
George Michael in prison!
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Local celebrity Danger Ehren is known from the hit TV show 
Jackass as the guy who drinks piss, gets taken hostage in the back of a 
taxi (with pubes glued to his face) and always seems to lose a tooth—
all the while with a smile on his face. I sat down with Ehren over 
cigars and “Brass Burnsides” for an exclusive interview to discuss the 
little things in life that make us happy.

So Ehren, Let’s start off by asking how you get the nickname “Dan-
ger Ehren?”

Well, I came up with the nickname Danger because one year I 
didn’t have a Halloween costume, so I took all the braces from my 
injuries [Ehren snowboarded professionally and had some serious 
crashes], a mechanic suit and a helmet and created a costume. I’m 
dangerous because growing up in a mortuary and being around so 
much death made me realize I wanted to be ALIVE, not just live. And 
sometimes living in the moment of being alive is dangerous.  
You’re known for some pretty fucked up stunts. I’ve seen you drink 
your own piss… 

For the record, I’ve never drank it. I ate it. 
Touché… 
But I have broken my arm blindfolded while skateboarding and 

sunburned my entire body while laying in a tanning bed covered in 
baby oil and a Jackass stencil on my chest. It burned me so bad it 
took three months to heal. And to this day, I still have my Speedo line 
burned into my skin. I’ve also lost three teeth. 

Ouch.
Tell us a little more about some of your injuries over the years. 

I’ve had sixteen surgeries—nine knee, one neck, two left pinky...
Is that your stinky pinky?
Touché to you.
Go on Ehren.
Four broken noses, three lost teeth, one broken back and a shit ton 

of mental health issues. You should see my psychologist bill.  
Speaking of your stinky pinky, there was a rumor that you were 
asked to cut it off for a stunt in the new movie. I see it’s still there. 
How come it didn’t happen?

I was never asked; it was my idea. That just means there’s more to 
come. For now you can have my tooth.
How did you get hooked up with the 
Jackass crew?

They heard about me and some of 
my ideas and how stupid and willing I 
am. They came to Portland to film me 
about 10 years ago, the rest is history.
Were you amazed at how successful 
Jackass has become?

I’m not amazed because who 
doesn’t want to see a train wreck with 
nine naked dudes? 
Tell us a little about what we should ex-
pect from Danger Ehren in Jackass 3D?

I get kicked in the nuts by a real jack-
ass, I get my tooth ripped out, I broke my 
back and was a part of the revolution of 
real human 3D. 
Who’s the coolest person you’ve been 
able to meet as a result of your Jack-
ass fame?

Ozzy Osborne. I’ve stayed the night at 
his house three times and he’s cool as shit.
I love Ozzy. That was the first concert I’d 
ever been to. Did you step in any dog poo? 

I don’t step in dog poop, I cannon-

ball into it.
So, what was your first concert? 

I popped my cherry at Neurosis at La Luna when I was 15.  
I miss that venue. I saw Marilyn Manson there for five bucks.

What’s been the toughest part about doing the show and the movies?
The injuries—the pain sucks. Having to leave my friends and fam-

ily in Portland to go make magic is probably the toughest part. I love 
this place.  
Most of the Jackass crew lives in Los Angeles and you live in Port-
land. Why is that?

Because I love Oregon. I was born and raised here, my friends and 
family are here and the people are amazing.
You obviously like to wet the whistle. What is your drink of choice 
these days?

I like Jack Daniels and a little concoction I made up called “The 
Patrick Swayze” [Jack and Coke with a splash of OJ]. Another drink I 
have most often is the “Brass Burnside” or the “Foster Mimosa.” It’s 
another drink invention of mine. It’s PBR [Portland’s Best Refresh-
ment] and a splash of OJ. I like my vitamins.  
In a town that has more strip clubs per capita than any other city in 
the country, which strip clubs are your favorite?

Lucky Devil, Devil’s Point, Sassy’s, Magic Garden and if I’m 
hungry for a steak, Acropolis. But I don’t go to strip clubs.  
Do you eat your steak at the rack or at the table?

No, the rack comes to me.  
Do you like your fun bags real or fake? 

Real. But I won’t turn down a nice pair of boobies either way. 
What’s your favorite stripper move?

Anything that involves me and my boner. 
What has been your craziest strip club moment?

I rammed my friend’s head through a fence on his birthday while 
he was tripping balls on fungus and it got stuck between the boards 
and he couldn’t get it out.  

That was me you idiot.
Oh yeah. At least one of us remembers that night. Once again, 

touché. And remember: safety first.   
We have a pretty sweet music scene here in Portland. What are some 
of your favorite bands and venues in town?

Red Fang, Toxic Holocaust, Poison Idea, and Mike D., just to 
name a few.
I noticed you were wearing a Toxic Holocaust shirt in the trailer of 
Jackass 3D.

Yes, I did, and I get hit in the face with a giant tuna.
And what about venues?

Dante’s has the best sound and bands in town. Berbati’s is fun 
and I love the family. For bigger shows, 
I like the Roseland and the Hawthorne 
Theater.

Man, I hope some of these venues 
buy you a beer next time you’re there.
Other than being in the Jackass mov-
ies, what else does Danger Ehren do in 
Portland?

For the past six years, I’ve owned 
and operated a skate shop in McMin-
nville called Danger Valley. I do video 
production, go to shows, ride my Harley, 
surf the coast and enjoy long walks on 
the beach where real boobies bounce on 
my face like in Weird Science. Oh shit, 
I just remembered those aren’t real. So 
maybe I like fake boobies.  

You’re a good man Ehren.

Jackass 3D premieres at local theaters 
Friday, October 15. Don’t miss the official 
Jackass 3D Portland after party at Lucky 
Devil in October (date to be announced).
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surf the coast and enjoy long walks on 
the beach where real boobies bounce on 
my face like in Weird Science. Oh shit, 
I just remembered those aren’t real. So 
maybe I like fake boobies.  

You’re a good man Ehren.

Jackass 3D premieres at local theaters 
Friday, October 15. Don’t miss the official 
Jackass 3D Portland after party at Lucky 
Devil in October (date to be announced).
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ACROPOLIS 1  food  
8325 SE McLoughlin | (503) 231-9611
Daily 11am-2am
blush 3  food  
5145 SE McLoughlin Blvd | (503) 236-8559
Mon-Fri 11am-2:30am, Sat 4pm-2:30am,
Sun 5pm-2:30am
BOOM BOOM ROOM 4  food  
8345 SW Barbur Blvd | (503) 244-7630
Daily 2pm-2am
BOTTOMS UP! 5  food  
16900 NW St. Helens | (503) 621-9844
Mon-Thu 12pm-12am, Fri-Sat 12pm-2am,
Sun 12pm-10pm
CABARET i 6  food  
503 W Burnside | (503) 525-4900
Daily 3pm-2:30am
CABARET II 7  food  
17544 SE Stark | (503) 252-3529
Mon-Fri 12pm-2:30am Sat-Sun 3pm-2:30am
CASA DIABLO GENTLEMEN’S CLUB 46  food
2839 NW St. Helens Rd | (503) 222-6600
Daily 4pm-2:30am
Club rouge 48  food  
403 SW Stark | (503) 227-3936
Mon-Fri 3pm-2:30am, Sat 4pm-2:30am, 
Sun 6pm-2:30am
DANCIN’ BARE 11  food  
8440 N Interstate | (503) 285-9073
Daily 11:30am-2:30am
DEVILS POINT 12  food  
5305 SE Foster | (503) 774-4513
Daily 11am-2:30am 
doc’s 9  food  
4229 SE 82nd Ave | (503) 788-1500
Daily 11am-2:30am
THE DOLPHIN I 13  food  
17180 SE McLoughlin | (503) 654-9366
Daily 11:30am-2am 
THE DOLPHIN II 14  food  
10860 SW Beaverton Hills. Hwy
(503) 627-0666 | Daily 11:30am-2am 
DOUBLE DRIBBLE Lounge 15  food  
13550 SE Powell | (503) 760-7096
Daily 11am-2:30am
DREAM ON SALOON 16  food  
15920 SE Stark | (503) 253-8765
Mon-Sat 11am-2am, Sun 1pm-2am
DV8 17
5021 SE Powell Blvd | (503) 788-7178
Daily 11:15am-2:15am
eagle creek inn 53  food  
25960 SE Eagle Creek Rd. | (503) 630-5373
Daily 8am-2am
full moon bar and grill 51  food
28014 SE Wally Rd | (503) 663-0581
Sun-Thurs 11am-12am, Fri-Sat 11am-2:30am
Glimmers Gentlemen’s Club 38  food  
3532 SE Powell Blvd | (503) 234-6033
Daily 11am-2:30am 
Hawthorne Strip 19  food  
1008 SE Hawthorne | (503) 232-9516
Daily 2pm-2:30am
HottieS 20  food
10140 SW Canyon Rd | (503) 643-7377
Mon-Fri 1pm-2:30am, Sat-Sun 4pm-2:30am
JD’S BAR ‘N’ GRILL 21  food
4523 NE 60th | (503) 288-9771
Daily 11:30am-2:30am

JIGGLES 22  food  
7455 SW. Nyberg Rd | (503) 692-3655
Mon-Thu 3pm-3am, Fri-Sat 3pm-4am,
Sun 6pm-3am
JODY’S BAR & GRILL 23  food  
12035 NE Glisan | (503) 255-5039
Daily 7am-2:30am
The Landing Strip 30  food  
6210 NE Columbia | (503) 281-3212
Daily 10am-2:30am
lucky devil lounge 47  food  
633 SE Powell Blvd | (503) 206-7350
Daily 7am-2:30am
Lure Exotic Lounge 2  food  
11051 SW Barbur Blvd | (503) 244-3320
Daily 11:30am-2:30am
MAGIC GARDENS 24  food  
217 NW 4th | (503) 224-8472
Mon-Sat 12pm-2:30am Sun 6pm-2:30am
MARY’S CLUB 25  food  
129 SW Broadway | (503) 227-3023
Daily 11:30am-2:30am
MONTEGO’S 26  food
15826 SE Division | (503) 761-7293
Daily 1pm-2:30am
mystic gentlemen’s club 52  food
9950 SE Stark St | (503) 477-9523
Daily 11am-2:30am
mynt gentlemen’s club 55  food
3390 NE Sandy | (503) 208-2496
Daily 3pm-2am
NICOLAI ST. CLUBHOUSE 27  food
2460 NW 24th | (503) 227-5384
Mon-Fri 9am-2:30am Sat 11am-2:30am
THE PALLAS 28  food  
13639 SE Powell | (503) 760-8128
Mon-Sa 11:30am-2:30am Sun 1pm-2:30am
PIRATE’S COVE 29  food  
7417 NE Sandy | (503) 287-8900
Daily 11am-2:30am
RIVERSIDE CORRAL 31  food
545 SE Tacoma | (503) 232-6813
Mon-Sat 10am-2:30am Sun 1pm-1am
ROOSTER’S 32  food
605 N Columbia | (503)289-1351
Mon-Sat 11am-2am Sun 12pm-12am
rose city strip 10  food
3620 SE 35th Pl | (503) 239-1004
Daily 3pm-2:30am
SAFARI SHOWCLUB 33  food  
3000 SE Powell | (503) 231-9199
Daily 11am-2:30am
SASSY’S BAR & GRILL 34  food  
927 SE Morrison | (503) 231-1606
Daily 10:30am-2:30am
shimmers gentlemen’s club 40  food
8000 SE Foster | (971) 230 - 0047
Mon-Sat 9:30am-2:30am Sun 10am-2:30am 
SOOBIE’S 35  food  
333 SE 122nd | (503) 253-8892
Mon-Sat 11:30am-2:30am, Sun 4pm-2:30am
Spyce Gentlemen’s Club 49  food
33 NW 2nd Ave | (503) 243-4646
Mon-Sun 3pm-2:30am
STARS CABARET Beaverton 36  food
4570 SW Lombard Ave | (503) 350-0868
Mon-Sat 11am-2:00am, Sun 4pm-2am 
STARS Cabaret bridgeport 50  food
17939 SW McEwan Rd | (503) 726-2403
Mon-Sat 11am-2am, Sun 4pm-2am

THE SUNSET STRIP 37  food
10205 SW Parkway | (503) 297-8466
Mon-Fri 11:30am-2:30am, Sat 4pm-2:30am,
Sun 5pm-2:30am
TOMMY’S TOO 39  food  
10335 SE Foster | (503) 771-3544
Daily 11am-2am
THE VIEWPOINT 42  food
82nd & NE Killngsworth | (503) 254-0191
Mon-Sat 11am-2:30am, Sun 4pm-2:30am
UNION JACKS 43  food
938 E. Burnside | (503) 236-1125
Daily 2pm-2:30am
505 CLUB 45  food  
505 NW Burnside, Gresham | (503) 666-2286
Daily 11am-2:30am

ANGELSPDX.COM 101
3533 SE 39th | (503) 727-3580
Fri & Sat 8pm-4am
ADULT VIDEO ONLY STORES 102
Vancouver:  10620 NE 4th Plain Rd
(360) 253-2806 | Mon-Thu 8am-12am, Fri-Sat 
8am-1am, Sun 8am-11pm
ALL ADULT VIDEO 103
14555 SE McLoughlin Blvd | (503) 652-2004
Daily 24 hours
AREA 69 104
7720 SE 82nd Ave | (503) 774-5544
Daily 10am-2am
BLUE SPOT VIDEO 106
3232 NE 82nd | (503) 251-8944 | Daily 24 hours
BLUsh boutique 150
611 SE Morrison St | (503) 481-8788
Mon-Fri 12pm-7pm Sat-Sun 12pm-5pm
Brittani’s SECRET RENDEZVOUS 136
12503 SE Division #C | (503) 285-5058
Daily 24 hours
CASTLE MEGASTORE 108
9815 SW Capitol Hwy | (503) 768-9305
Sun-Thu 9am-1am Fri-Sat 9am-2am
CATHIE’S 109
8201 SE Powell #H | (503) 771-9979
Daily 9am-12am
centerfold suites 152
314 W Burnside | (503) 222-9823
D.K. WILDS 112
13355 SW Henry | (503) 643-6645
Daily 24 hours
EXOTIC NIGHTS BOOKS 114
5620 NE MLK Blvd | (503) 493-3944
Mon-Sat 11am-Midnight, Sun 3pm-10pm
Live Models: Mon-Sun 8am-3am
FANTASYLAND (2) 116
5228 SE Foster Rd (503) 775-0094
Daily 24 hours
16014 SE 82nd Dr (503) 655-4667
Daily 24 hours
Fantasy Factory 153
1232 NE Columbia Blvd | (503) 548-4056 
FASCINATIONS 117
9515 SE 82nd Ave | (503) 774-4345
Mon-Thu 8am-1am, Fri-Sat 8am-2am,
Sun 12pm-12am
FAT COBRA VIDEO 118
5940 N Interstate | (503) 247-DICK (3425)
Daily 10am-4am
FROLICS 120
8845 NE Sandy Blvd | (503) 408-9640
Daily 24 hours

HEAVEN’S CLOSET 122
5429 SE 72nd Ave | (503) 537-7286
Call for hours
HUNNIES 148
3520 NE 82nd Ave | (503) 254-4226
Daily 24 hours
LIBERATED WORLD 123
10660 SE Division | (503) 257-6881
Daily 24 hours
LOVE BOUTIQUE 124
1720 SE 122nd | (503) 252-2017
Mon-Thurs 10:30am-7:30pm, Fri 10:30am-9pm, 
Sat 10:30am-8pm
OH ZONE 126
6218 NE Columbia | (503) 284-4759
Daily 10am-3am
OREGON THEATRE 127
3530 SE Division | (503) 232-7469
Daily from 12pm
PARADISE VIDEO 128
14712 SE Stark St | (503) 255-9414
Daily 24 hours
Paris Theater 129
6 SW 3rd Ave | (503) 295-7808
Mon-Thu 11am-12am, Fri-Sun 24 hours
PASSIONATE DREAMS (2) 130
6644 SE 82nd Ave | (503) 775-6665
10518-B NE Sandy Blvd | (503) 252-5559
Daily 10am-4am
PEEP HOLE / MR. PEEP’S (2) 131
709 SE 122nd | (503) 257-8617
20625 SW TV Hwy, Aloha OR | (503) 356-5624
Daily 24 hours
Private Rendezvous 154
9525 SW Beaverton Hillsdale Hwy. | (503) 626-7371
PussycatS 134
3414 NE 82nd | (503) 327-8095 
5226 SE Foster Rd | (503) 206-5656
SW Barbur Blvd. @ SW 53rd Ave | (503) 244-4221
866A SW Canyon Rd | (503) 297-1010
Daily 24 hours
SHEENA’S G-SPOT (2) 137
3400 NE 82nd Ave | (503) 261-1111
8315 SW Barbur Blvd | (503) 244-6666
Daily 24 hours
SILVER SPOON 139
8521 SW Barbur Blvd | (503) 245-0489
Mon-Sat 10am-7pm, Sun 12pm-5pm
THE SMOKE SHACK 140
5030 SE Foster Rd | (503) 775-3646
Mon-Sat 8am-8pm, Sun 9am-8pm
SPARTACUS LEATHERS 141
300 SW 12th Ave | (503) 224-2604 | Mon-Thurs 
10am-11pm, Fri-Sat 10am-12pm, Sun 12pm-9pm
Sunshine smoke shop 151
603 Main St | (503) 305-8885
Mon-Sat Call for hours
TABOO VIDEO (4) 144
Downtown: 311 NW Broadway | (503) 227-3443 
Portland: 237 SE MLK Blvd | (503) 239-1678
Portland: 2330 SE 82nd Ave | (503) 777-6033
Vancouver: 4811 NE 94th Ave | (360) 254-1126
Daily 24 hours
torched illusions 149
17935 SW Tualatin Valley Hwy | (503) 848-8546
Sun-Thurs 11am-9pm, Fri-Sat 11am-10pm
VALENTINE VIDEO 145
2037 SE Hawthorne Blvd | (503) 505-7111
Mon-Fri 12pm-9pm, Sat-Sun 12pm-6pm
X-OTIC TAN 147
8431 SE Division | (503) 257-0622
Daily 24 hours
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Adult Shop F

155 Lancaster Dr SE / (503) 585-8288
Videos, Magazines, Multi Ch. Arcade, Lingerie
24 Hours / 7 Days
Adult Shop G
3113 River Rd / (503) 390-4371
Videos, Magazines, Multi Ch. Arcade, Lingerie
10am - Midnight / 7 Days
Adult Shop I
2410 Mission St S / (503) 763-3556
Videos, Magazines, Multi Ch. Arcade, Lingerie
24 Hours / 7 Days
Bob’s Adult Books D
3815 State St / (503) 363-3846
Adult Books, Videos, 63 Ch. Arcade and Mini-
theatre 
9am - 2am / 7 Days
Eve’s Boutique H
5530 Commercial St SE / (503) 763-6754
Videos, Magazines, Lingerie
24 Hours / 7 Days
Eve’s Boutique M
3593 Silverton Rd NE / (503) 385-8111
Lingerie, Clothing, Books, Gifts, Novelties
Mon - Thurs 10am - 12am, Fri - Sat 10am - 2am
THe Firehouse A
5782 Portland Rd NE / (503) 393-4782
Full Bar, Full Menu, Lottery
11am - 2am / 7 Days
Hard candy J
940 Commercial St NE / (503) 365-2802
Full Bar, Full Menu, 2 Stages
Mon - Sat Noon - 2:30am, Sun 4pm - 2:30am
presley’s playhouse L
3803 Commercial St SE / (503) 371-1565
Full Bar, Full Menu, Light-Up Dance Floor And Pole
Sun - Thurs 2pm - 2:30am, Fri - Sat 2pm - 4am
Pussycats K
3767 Market St. NE / (503) 363-0401
18+ Over, Lingerie Modeling
24 Hours / 7 Days

Spice Video E
3473 Silverton Rd / (503) 370-7080
Videos, Magazines, Multi Ch. Arcade
24 Hours / 7 Days
Stars Cabaret B
1550 Weston Ct NE / (503) 370-8063
Full Bar, Full Menu, Sports Room, 4 Stages
Mon - Sat 11am - 2:30am, Sun 4pm - 2:30am
�

al  b any 
Adult Shop
3404 Spicer Dr SE / (541) 812-2522
Videos, Magazines, Books, Novelties, Arcade, 
Lingerie
24 Hours / 7 Days

astoria     
Annie’s uppertown Tavern
2897 Marine Dr / (503) 325-1102
Beer & Wine, Dancers, Full Menu, Lottery
Mon - Sat 4pm - 2am

b en  d
Imagine That
197 NE Third St / (541) 312-8100
Videos, Magazines, Toys, Body Jewelry, Novelty Gifts
24 Hours / 7 Days
Pleasure World
1843 NE 3rd St / (541) 317-9723
Videos, Novelties, Lingerie, Books
Open 9am - 2am Daily
Stars Cabaret
197 NE 3rd St / (541) 388-4081
Full Bar, Full Menu, Beautiful Dancers
Mon. - Sat. 11am - 2am, Sun. 4pm - 2am
Pussycat Ranch
21280 Tumalo Pl. / (503) 383-8874
18+ Over, Lingerie Modeling
24 Hours / 7 Days

coos     b ay
Bachelor’s inn
63721 Edwards Rd / (541) 266-8827
1 Stage, Full Bar, Full Menu
Mon - Sat 4pm - 2am, Sun 6pm - 2am

corvallis       
Adult Shop
2315 9th St NW / (541) 754-7039
Videos, Magazines, Books, Novelties, Arcade, Lingerie
10am - 2am / 7 Days

e u gene  
Adult Shop
290 River Rd / (541) 688-5411
Videos, Magazines, Books, Novelties, Arcade, 
Lingerie
24 Hours / 7 Days
Adult Shop
720 Garfield St / (541) 345-2873
Videos, Magazines, Books, Novelties, Arcade, Lingerie
Mon - Thurs 8am - 12am, Fri - Sat  24 Hours
Adult Shop
86784 Franklin Blvd / (541) 636-3203
Videos, Magazines, Books, Multi Ch. Arcade, 
Novelties, Lingerie
8am - Midnight / 7 Days
B&b Distributors
710 W 6th Ave / (541) 683-8999
Videos, Arcade, Clothing, Novelties,
Viewing Room (Watch Or Be Watched!)
24 Hours / 7 Days
Imagine That
2727 Willamette / (541) 767-6816
Videos, Magazines, Toys, Lotions & Creams
24 Hours / 7 Days
THE NILE
1030 Highway 99 / (541) 688-1869
Bar, Food, Dancers
Mon-sat 12noon - 2am, Sun 3pm-12am
Silver Dollar Club
2620 W 10th Pl / (541) 485-2303
Beer & Wine, Food, Dancers W/ 3 Stages
Mon - Sat 11:30am - 2:30am, Sun 6pm - 2:30am

gervais     
Last Chance Saloon
12157 Portland Rd / (503) 792-5100
Beer, Wine, Lottery W/ 1 Stages
Sun - Thu Noon - Midnight,
Fri - Sat Noon - 2:30am

k lamat    h  f alls  
The Alibi
5711 S 6th St / (541) 882-0145
1 Stage, Beer and Wine, Lottery
Mon-Sat 3pm - 2:30am, Sun 3pm - Midnight

lincoln        city  
 

Beach Girls
1410 NW 14th St / (541) 994-7300
18+ Over, Lingerie Modeling
24 Hours / 7 Days 
Imagine That Ii
2159 NW Highway 101, Suite C / (541) 996-6600
Videos, Magazines, Toys, Body Jewelry, Novelty Gifts
Sun - Thu 10am - 10pm, Fri - Sat 10am-mid

me  d f or  d
Adult Land
2755 South Pacific Highway / (541) 770-5493
Videos, Magazines, Toys, Novelties, Arcade, Lingerie
Mon - Thu 9am - 10pm, Fri & Sat 10am - Mid.
Sundays 10am - 9pm
Adult Shop
261 Barnett Rd / (541) 772-5220
Videos, Magazines, Books, Novelties, Arcade, Lingerie
24 Hours / 7 Days
Adult Shop
3340 North Pacific Highway / (541) 776-9964
Videos, Magazines, Toys, Novelties, Clothes
Mon - Thu 10am - 9pm, Fri & Sat 10am - 10pm, 
Closed On Sundays
Castle Megastore
1113 Progress Dr / (541) 608-9540
Videos, Magazines, Toys, Novelties, Clothes
9am - 1am / 7 Days

The Office
3 South Riverside / (541) 772-4079
Full Bar, Full Menu
Mon - Fri Noon - 2am, Sat & Sun 2pm - 2am

ne  w port  
Spice Video
611 SW Coast Highway / (541) 574-6969
Videos, Magazines, Multi-Channel Arcade
24 Hours / 7 Days

re  d mon   d
the fan
413 SW Glacier Ave / (541) 548-4441
2 Stages, Full Bar, Full Menu, Lottery, Pool
Sun - Mon 3pm - Midnight, Tues - Sat 3pm - 2am

rice     h ill 
Adult Shop
45 Miles South Of Eugene 
(Rice Hill Exit #148 Off Of I-5)
726 John Long Rd / (541) 849-3344
Videos, Magazines, Books, Novelties, Arcade, Lingerie
24 Hours / 7 Days

rose    b u rg
filled with fun
2498 Old Highway 99E S  (541) 957-3741
Novelties, Videos/Rentals, Arcade, Toys, Magazines

Mon - Sat 9am - Midnight, Sun Noon - Midnightspring      f iel   d
B & B Adult Video
2289 Olympic St / (541) 726-7317
Videos, Arcade, Clothing, Novelties, Viewing Room
24 Hours / 7 Days
Brick House
136 4th St / (541) 988-1612
Full Bar, Full Menu, Dancers, 1 Stage & 2 Cages!
Mon - Sat 3pm - 2:30am
Castle Megastore
3270 Gateway / (541) 988-9226
Videos, Magazines, Toys, Novelties, Clothes
Sun - Thu 8am - 2am, Fri & Sat 8am - 3am
Club 1444
1444 Main St / (541) 726-7299
Full Bar, Full Menu, Dancers And 1 Stage
Mon - Sat Noon - 2:30am, Sun 3pm - 2:30am
Exclusively Adult
1166 South A St / (541) 726-6969
Videos, Mags, Clothes, Novelties, Arcade
24 Hours / 7 Days
phil’s clubhouse
1195 Main St / (541) 741-0402
Full Bar, Full Menu, Lottery, 2 Stages, Pool
Shakers Bar And Grill
1195 Main St / (541) 736-5177
Full Bar, Full Menu, Dancers
Noon - 2:30am Daily
sweet illusions
1836 South A St / (541) 762-1503
Full Bar, Full Menu, Lottery, 2 Stages

t h e  d alles   
Adult Shop
3506 W 6th St / (541) 298-1874
Videos, Magazines, Books, Novelties, Arcade, Lingerie
8am - 2am / 7 Days

u matilla    
The kookie Jar
1226 6th St / (541) 922-9300
1 Stage, Juice Bar
Wed - Sun 7pm - Close
the riverside
1501 6th St / (541) 922-4112
2 Stages, Beer and Wine
Tues - Sun 6pm - 1:30am
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Did We Miss A Location?
Let Us Know!
PHONE: 503.241.4317
FAX: 503.914.0439
EMAIL: info@xmag.com
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This month’s column is all about the 
readers. I receive a lot of comments via 
email and text, and Facebook keeps 
those messages coming. I am going to 
have fun this month answering some of 
my loyal sex talkers’ questions, com-
ments and concerns.

Due to the hype surrounding the is-
sue of bush or landing strip, trimmed 
up or au natural, I thought I would start 
off by sex talking about it.

Dear Sheena,
Where is the bush? I am tired of look-

ing at the perfect Barbie with the per-
fect Bermuda Triangle. I want bush!

Signed,
Looking for Bush
I have been flooded with emails asking me where to find the fur. 

Since my column on the bush shortage in Oregon, I am even more 
convinced it is time for Portland to pioneer the movement to rock 
the bush, to grow it out, let it hang and keep Portland weird! So to 
all of you asking, I am not your bush information center. I am just 
a supporter of people getting the most out of their sex lives. How-
ever, I will keep you posted if there is a bush sighting reported. If 
I were you, I would go to Union Jacks to find the women that dare 
to rock a bushy bush.

Hi Sheena!
I’m trying to find gentlemen’s clubs in Portland that have big-

ger women (BBW, more to love), but it’s hard to find. Are there any 
plus-sized clubs in Portland?

Signed,
BBW’s Club
I thought this was a wonderfully worded question and quite a 

unique idea. I do not know of any clubs of the sort. I do know there 
are occasionally more voluptuous women working in some clubs. 
But I really never thought of this idea. Maybe someone should 
step it up and open one. There are plenty of men that like bigger 
women and are not turned on at all by the model type.

Dear Sheena,
I have been in a relationship with this man for a year now and 

when we argue, he punishes me by not having sex with me. He even 
went so far as to tell me he doesn’t want to spoil me by giving me 
the goods all the time. When I talk to him about my frustrations, he 
tells me he’s not my little fuck boy! Who says that, Sheena? I want 
to give him the power, but the lack of dick is really starting to make 
me want to move on. I love him, what do I do?

Signed,
Your Desperately Lacking Dick Diva
Dear Diva,
There is no such thing as “spoiling” the one you love with too 

much sex. Sex is a unique thing but will always work itself out as 
long as he wants you as much as you want him. Sex should never 
be used as a weapon for either a man or a woman. Women must be 

satisfied with their man’s performance to be “all in” and faithful. 
The sex is either there or it’s not. He is either a lion or kitten. You 
are either happy with the system of “dick on lock down” or not. Do 
not change your sex needs for love. Love will only get him cheated 
on for not satisfying you! Is he satisfied with less pussy? Why 
does he have no problem restricting himself from gratification? In 
the end, it will be his fault you go somewhere else. You already 
sound bored—he needs to give it up or you need to move on, Diva!

Dear Sheena,
I met this hot guy and had a lot of chemistry going. I knew I 

was strongly attracted to him and was excited to have an amazing 
sexual experience with him. The first time we slept together was 
also our last! This man was so horrible in bed I wanted to start 
laughing! The sad thing is, he REALLY thought he was putting it 
down. NO rhythm, NO moves, NO aggression, NO passion…just 
nothing! The best was that after falling asleep, this man proceeded 
to pass gas all night! I wanted to die and could not get out of there 
fast enough. He is gorgeous, successful, outgoing and a really cool 
guy, so how is this possible? Should a woman let a man know after 
the first time they sleep together that he was wack as hell plus a 
little gassy?

Sincerely,
Tooted & Booted
Wow, I was not expecting the passing gas part of this story. I 

think he needs to know of his gassy problem because that is just 
flat out gross! When people have sex for the first time it is usually 
not perfect. I don’t blame you for being disappointed. If you didn’t 
call back then he must know he was not a good fuck. It’s up to you 
how much time you are willing to put into teaching a hot guy how 
to be good in bed. Being straight up honest works. He might sur-
prise the hell out of you next time if you mention he sucks.

If you missed the opportunity to send in your question or com-
ments this round, no worries—there is always next month. Re-
member to write sheena@pdxgirls.com.

I really enjoy my column and am happy you all like to share 
with me. 

Big shout out to Barracuda club for hosting some of the hottest 
shows I have performed at! I am still on my Smell The Money 
Strip Club Tour, so log on to sheenagmusic.com to see where the 
next stop is!

Everyone should go to the Miss Nude Oregon Pageant® finals 
at the Dolphin II on October 14 and support the hottest compe-
tition of the year! I will be there as a judge. My advice to the 
contestants who are in this year’s MNOP is to make sure that 
you smile at the judges and audience! Everyone gets so involved 
in costumes, music, set etc. they forget to have eye contact and 
simply smile!

Now that fall has arrived, get in there and hibernate in the bed-
room and do some kinky new moves! Keep being inventive and 
your sex life will increase daily. Many happy orgasmic screams 
to you all. Happy Halloween!

All good things,
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off by sex talking about it.

Dear Sheena,
Where is the bush? I am tired of look-

ing at the perfect Barbie with the per-
fect Bermuda Triangle. I want bush!

Signed,
Looking for Bush
I have been flooded with emails asking me where to find the fur. 

Since my column on the bush shortage in Oregon, I am even more 
convinced it is time for Portland to pioneer the movement to rock 
the bush, to grow it out, let it hang and keep Portland weird! So to 
all of you asking, I am not your bush information center. I am just 
a supporter of people getting the most out of their sex lives. How-
ever, I will keep you posted if there is a bush sighting reported. If 
I were you, I would go to Union Jacks to find the women that dare 
to rock a bushy bush.

Hi Sheena!
I’m trying to find gentlemen’s clubs in Portland that have big-

ger women (BBW, more to love), but it’s hard to find. Are there any 
plus-sized clubs in Portland?

Signed,
BBW’s Club
I thought this was a wonderfully worded question and quite a 

unique idea. I do not know of any clubs of the sort. I do know there 
are occasionally more voluptuous women working in some clubs. 
But I really never thought of this idea. Maybe someone should 
step it up and open one. There are plenty of men that like bigger 
women and are not turned on at all by the model type.

Dear Sheena,
I have been in a relationship with this man for a year now and 

when we argue, he punishes me by not having sex with me. He even 
went so far as to tell me he doesn’t want to spoil me by giving me 
the goods all the time. When I talk to him about my frustrations, he 
tells me he’s not my little fuck boy! Who says that, Sheena? I want 
to give him the power, but the lack of dick is really starting to make 
me want to move on. I love him, what do I do?

Signed,
Your Desperately Lacking Dick Diva
Dear Diva,
There is no such thing as “spoiling” the one you love with too 

much sex. Sex is a unique thing but will always work itself out as 
long as he wants you as much as you want him. Sex should never 
be used as a weapon for either a man or a woman. Women must be 

satisfied with their man’s performance to be “all in” and faithful. 
The sex is either there or it’s not. He is either a lion or kitten. You 
are either happy with the system of “dick on lock down” or not. Do 
not change your sex needs for love. Love will only get him cheated 
on for not satisfying you! Is he satisfied with less pussy? Why 
does he have no problem restricting himself from gratification? In 
the end, it will be his fault you go somewhere else. You already 
sound bored—he needs to give it up or you need to move on, Diva!

Dear Sheena,
I met this hot guy and had a lot of chemistry going. I knew I 

was strongly attracted to him and was excited to have an amazing 
sexual experience with him. The first time we slept together was 
also our last! This man was so horrible in bed I wanted to start 
laughing! The sad thing is, he REALLY thought he was putting it 
down. NO rhythm, NO moves, NO aggression, NO passion…just 
nothing! The best was that after falling asleep, this man proceeded 
to pass gas all night! I wanted to die and could not get out of there 
fast enough. He is gorgeous, successful, outgoing and a really cool 
guy, so how is this possible? Should a woman let a man know after 
the first time they sleep together that he was wack as hell plus a 
little gassy?

Sincerely,
Tooted & Booted
Wow, I was not expecting the passing gas part of this story. I 

think he needs to know of his gassy problem because that is just 
flat out gross! When people have sex for the first time it is usually 
not perfect. I don’t blame you for being disappointed. If you didn’t 
call back then he must know he was not a good fuck. It’s up to you 
how much time you are willing to put into teaching a hot guy how 
to be good in bed. Being straight up honest works. He might sur-
prise the hell out of you next time if you mention he sucks.

If you missed the opportunity to send in your question or com-
ments this round, no worries—there is always next month. Re-
member to write sheena@pdxgirls.com.

I really enjoy my column and am happy you all like to share 
with me. 

Big shout out to Barracuda club for hosting some of the hottest 
shows I have performed at! I am still on my Smell The Money 
Strip Club Tour, so log on to sheenagmusic.com to see where the 
next stop is!

Everyone should go to the Miss Nude Oregon Pageant® finals 
at the Dolphin II on October 14 and support the hottest compe-
tition of the year! I will be there as a judge. My advice to the 
contestants who are in this year’s MNOP is to make sure that 
you smile at the judges and audience! Everyone gets so involved 
in costumes, music, set etc. they forget to have eye contact and 
simply smile!

Now that fall has arrived, get in there and hibernate in the bed-
room and do some kinky new moves! Keep being inventive and 
your sex life will increase daily. Many happy orgasmic screams 
to you all. Happy Halloween!

All good things,
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Dancers Wanted
at Portland’s Hottest Club

Call for shifts at Club 205 and Safari. 
No Agency Fees. (503) 619-5602

Full moon Bar & Grill
Hiring: very hot, sexy dancers.
Full Moon has auditions daily.

Must be 21 or over. 
Call (503) 663-0581

Rooster’s
Dancers Wanted

No experience necessary. Easygoing 
environment, $5 shift fees

and very flexible scheduling.
For auditions/booking (503) 289-1351

 all-new Boom Boom Room!
New look! New sound! New feel!

Classy exotic dance club on upscale 
SW Barbur Blvd. Seeking top-quality 

dancers. Call (503) 919-8644
Auditions daily 2pm - 8pm

Dancers wanted for Montego’s!
No stage fees, no agency…

Just a fun and easy environment to work in.
For auditions, please call Alisa (503) 737-7180

Hiring dancers!!
Female owned and operated.

Call (503) 901-1101 or (503) 261-1111
Make big money and have fun!!

18 yrs. and up.

New Attitude! No Drama!
Lower Fees!

Stars Cabaret Beaverton is under new 
management and hiring top NW enter-
tainers for day, mid and evening shifts.

Please contact Nick for schedule and 
audition info at (503) 200-8110

Bottoms Up Is Auditioning!
Now auditioning 18 & over.

Call for details.
Sam (503) 314-9514 or (503) 621-9844

Club Rouge is Hiring
Portland’s Top Entertainers

Drop-in auditions are 3pm-6pm Mon.-Fri. 
Call the club for an appointment out-

side those times (503) 227-3936

lucky devil & devils point
Sexy girls audition now at Lucky Devil
12 noon - 7pm or Call (503) 616-5489

The all-New Stars
Cabaret Bridgeport

is seeking professional entertainers 
and staff! You have seen the rest,

now come work with the best!
Contact Joel @ 503-726-2403

have fun — make money
wanna play?

For current openings call Stars
Cabaret at the Capitol (503) 370-8063

Devil Dancer Promotions
Booking 4 Casa Diablo & other strip clubs.
Wanted: Angelic faces with devilishly 

delightful bodies.
Make more $$$ than God!

18+, no experience necessary.
Stage fee is only $1 per shift.

Call (503) 222-6610 now!
www.DevilDancer.com

Cabaret I & II
503 W. Burnside & 17544 SE Stark St.

Hiring girls 18 & over. Call (503) 525-4900
or (503) 252-3529 for auditions.

Now Hiring hot models
18+ for female-owned, 24 hour, upscale, 

clean facility. Call (503) 593-0595

CLASSIFIEDS
for advertising information call 503.804.4479

The Pallas Club and
Dream On Saloon

are now hiring dancers 18 and over.
Call Devin at (503) 875-3519 for scheduling

Big $$$
Waiting to be made at one of Portland’s 

busiest and finest lingerie modeling 
establishments. Now selectively hiring at-
tractive, motivated and reliable models!!!

Call for info (503) 954-8549

21+ Preferred
Shimmers and Glimmers

are hiring dancers.
Good looks and personality a must. 

Call Patti (503) 735-5405

Double Dribble Lounge
Hiring dancers 18 & up!

Dancer friendly!
No stage fees. No agencies.
Call John at (503) 760-7096

13550 SE Powell

­­­• MISCELLANEOUS •

all kinds of singles
Real People - Real Dates
Browse & Respond FREE!
  Portland (503) 525-2400

Seattle (206) 877-7777
Find Your # (888) 634-2628

FREE Code 7491
or MegaMates.com, 18+

Portland Escort Service Is Hiring
Female run & friendly. Seeking beautiful wom-

en over 18. All nationalities/looks welcome.
Must be reliable & drama free.
Please email 2 recent pictures. 

TheCandyShop503@gmail.com (503) 877-4121 

Adult Movies
500+ $5 each. • Old • Young • Gang • Solo

•Tiny • Big Tits • Animal • Nudist
Can trade for...? Call 8am-11pm. 

Herm (360) 901-2856 

Now Hiring Females & Couples
DESPERATEAMATEURS.COM

Same day cash paid. Send full body 
pics to Admin@MediaOriginals.com 

(503) 586-8759

ChrisAllenPhotos.com/Exotic/Exotic
Come in for a photo shoot

in my new studio!

Hypnox Photography
www.Hypnox.com • (206) 226-3853

ADVERTISE HERE 503-804-4479

big money ....... no drama!
No pole dancing nude for dollars, no 

movies your kids might see. 
No experience necessary.

Pussycats / Beaverton, Bend, Ptown 
and Salem (503) 383-8874
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Thoughts of severed goat heads, blood-soaked sex orgies and ritual human sacrifices are the mental images associated with the 
word Satanism. Ultimately, the popular notions of this philosophy are perpetuated by Christian propaganda, daytime television 
and the lyrics of Scandinavian black metal. After it was associated with the high-profile cases of serial killer Richard Ramirez 
and homicidal teenager Sean Sellers, the link between Satanism and murder was a hot button issue in the late 1980s. The link 

became so sensationalized it was referred to as “The Satanic Panic,” especially after it was featured numerous times on the Geraldo Ri-
vera Show. But to the people who actually are Satanists, those perceptions don’t represent their religion any more than a teenager with a 
pentagram sticker on his skateboard or a Led Zeppelin album played backward. Unfortunately, it is still as misunderstood as it was forty 
years ago. Satanism is alive and well throughout the western world, even right here in Portland. In fact, you’re even able to find it in a 
place that buys ad space in this magazine.

Timothy Bishop has been both a security guard and maintenance man at Rose City Strip since it was known as Cocktails & Dreams, 
and since 1992 has fronted the metal band Blood Ritual. While he might seem like anyone who’d be found at a Portland gentlemen’s 
club, there is one thing that puts the articulate forty-one-year-old in a class of his own. Timothy Bishop is a Satanist—a card-carrying 
member of the Church of Satan for the past fifteen years. He explains how Satanism is not what many people believe it to be. “We fully 
believe in law and order,” Bishop proclaims. “Hell, I don’t even drink alcohol.”

 Bishop holds membership in the only official organization in the world of Satanism, the Church of Satan. Former carnival worker and 
crime scene photographer Anton LaVey founded the Church of Satan in San Francisco on April 30, 1966 (a date annually commemorated 
by Satanists and also known as Walpurgisnacht). Often referred to as “The Black Pope,” LaVey created the ideas and philosophies of 
Satanism in his book The Satanic Bible—the rudimentary text for the religion’s beliefs. “The biggest [core belief in Satanism] is personal 
responsibility as outlined in The Satanic Bible’s ‘Nine Satanic Statements.’ It’s stepping up to the plate and taking responsibility for your 
own salvation.”  

The Church of Satan has attracted members in every part of the world, of every race, class and occupation. The church has never of-
ficially revealed the number of members it has, however some of its more notable members throughout history have included Sammy 
Davis Jr., Jayne Mansfield, Marilyn Manson, Mercyful Fate front man King Diamond and Alkaline Trio lead singer Matt Skiba. Bishop 
says that there are many more public figures affiliated with the Church of Satan. Although he cannot reveal those members’ identities 
due to confidentiality issues, he is quick to assure that “you’d be surprised.”  

But what makes a native of Aberdeen, WA like Bishop want to join the Church of Satan? “I have always been attracted to the darker 
side of life, as well as mythology. For instance, when I was a child, my favorite comic book series was Dracula by DC Comics. I’ve al-
ways been more comfortable with vampires, werewolves and such than people. I’m also extremely knowledge hungry and have studied 
many religions as well as psychology, sociology, astronomy, biology and physics,” he states. “It’s been that way all my life. Satanism 
was the only religion that fits all of these things, as well as the only religion that made any logical sense to me.”

One of the mistakes most often made about Satanists is referring to them as “devil worshipers.” According to the writings of Anton 
LaVey, Satan is the Hebrew word for adversary and is used as a metaphor in Satanism against the sheep flock mentality of Christianity 
and other organized religions. “Satanists identify with the symbol of Satan. Satan worshipers worship the symbol. They believe in both 
god and the devil,” says Bishop. “They’re basically bad [versions of] Christians.” 

Misconceptions about this religion and its members are still apparent even in today’s more morally liberated society. In the earlier part 
of the last decade, representatives of the Church of Satan said to a late night talk show on Canada’s CBC Network that the FBI has no 
evidence to conclude that there are any cults linked to Satanism that are responsible for ritual sacrifice of livestock or people. Bishop 
has faced people’s own misconceptions about him personally when they realize what religion he practices. “I get varied reactions. Some 
curious; some very positive reactions from the most unlikely of people.” But for him, it’s understandably not as accepted as if he were a 
member of any other religion. “Unfortunately, I have had some negative reactions as well, even had a few people get hostile and a couple 
of them got violent.” When asked what he’d like people to understand most of all about his affiliation with Satanism, Bishop had this 
to say: “If by some chance, you see or meet me, please keep in mind there’s nothing wrong with me. I don’t need your prayers. I don’t 
need your help. I’m not out to get you and unless you go out of your way to wrong me, you have nothing to fear. I’m not interested in 
why you don’t agree with my religion, nor do I wish to examine yours. I have the right and freedom in this country to believe as I see 
fit, as do you.”  

After all is said and done, Satanism is still, and will continue to be, a misunderstood religion. But even if Satanism was like its popular 
culture counterpart, it still makes a lot more sense than Scientology.
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and the lyrics of Scandinavian black metal. After it was associated with the high-profile cases of serial killer Richard Ramirez 
and homicidal teenager Sean Sellers, the link between Satanism and murder was a hot button issue in the late 1980s. The link 

became so sensationalized it was referred to as “The Satanic Panic,” especially after it was featured numerous times on the Geraldo Ri-
vera Show. But to the people who actually are Satanists, those perceptions don’t represent their religion any more than a teenager with a 
pentagram sticker on his skateboard or a Led Zeppelin album played backward. Unfortunately, it is still as misunderstood as it was forty 
years ago. Satanism is alive and well throughout the western world, even right here in Portland. In fact, you’re even able to find it in a 
place that buys ad space in this magazine.

Timothy Bishop has been both a security guard and maintenance man at Rose City Strip since it was known as Cocktails & Dreams, 
and since 1992 has fronted the metal band Blood Ritual. While he might seem like anyone who’d be found at a Portland gentlemen’s 
club, there is one thing that puts the articulate forty-one-year-old in a class of his own. Timothy Bishop is a Satanist—a card-carrying 
member of the Church of Satan for the past fifteen years. He explains how Satanism is not what many people believe it to be. “We fully 
believe in law and order,” Bishop proclaims. “Hell, I don’t even drink alcohol.”

 Bishop holds membership in the only official organization in the world of Satanism, the Church of Satan. Former carnival worker and 
crime scene photographer Anton LaVey founded the Church of Satan in San Francisco on April 30, 1966 (a date annually commemorated 
by Satanists and also known as Walpurgisnacht). Often referred to as “The Black Pope,” LaVey created the ideas and philosophies of 
Satanism in his book The Satanic Bible—the rudimentary text for the religion’s beliefs. “The biggest [core belief in Satanism] is personal 
responsibility as outlined in The Satanic Bible’s ‘Nine Satanic Statements.’ It’s stepping up to the plate and taking responsibility for your 
own salvation.”  

The Church of Satan has attracted members in every part of the world, of every race, class and occupation. The church has never of-
ficially revealed the number of members it has, however some of its more notable members throughout history have included Sammy 
Davis Jr., Jayne Mansfield, Marilyn Manson, Mercyful Fate front man King Diamond and Alkaline Trio lead singer Matt Skiba. Bishop 
says that there are many more public figures affiliated with the Church of Satan. Although he cannot reveal those members’ identities 
due to confidentiality issues, he is quick to assure that “you’d be surprised.”  

But what makes a native of Aberdeen, WA like Bishop want to join the Church of Satan? “I have always been attracted to the darker 
side of life, as well as mythology. For instance, when I was a child, my favorite comic book series was Dracula by DC Comics. I’ve al-
ways been more comfortable with vampires, werewolves and such than people. I’m also extremely knowledge hungry and have studied 
many religions as well as psychology, sociology, astronomy, biology and physics,” he states. “It’s been that way all my life. Satanism 
was the only religion that fits all of these things, as well as the only religion that made any logical sense to me.”

One of the mistakes most often made about Satanists is referring to them as “devil worshipers.” According to the writings of Anton 
LaVey, Satan is the Hebrew word for adversary and is used as a metaphor in Satanism against the sheep flock mentality of Christianity 
and other organized religions. “Satanists identify with the symbol of Satan. Satan worshipers worship the symbol. They believe in both 
god and the devil,” says Bishop. “They’re basically bad [versions of] Christians.” 

Misconceptions about this religion and its members are still apparent even in today’s more morally liberated society. In the earlier part 
of the last decade, representatives of the Church of Satan said to a late night talk show on Canada’s CBC Network that the FBI has no 
evidence to conclude that there are any cults linked to Satanism that are responsible for ritual sacrifice of livestock or people. Bishop 
has faced people’s own misconceptions about him personally when they realize what religion he practices. “I get varied reactions. Some 
curious; some very positive reactions from the most unlikely of people.” But for him, it’s understandably not as accepted as if he were a 
member of any other religion. “Unfortunately, I have had some negative reactions as well, even had a few people get hostile and a couple 
of them got violent.” When asked what he’d like people to understand most of all about his affiliation with Satanism, Bishop had this 
to say: “If by some chance, you see or meet me, please keep in mind there’s nothing wrong with me. I don’t need your prayers. I don’t 
need your help. I’m not out to get you and unless you go out of your way to wrong me, you have nothing to fear. I’m not interested in 
why you don’t agree with my religion, nor do I wish to examine yours. I have the right and freedom in this country to believe as I see 
fit, as do you.”  

After all is said and done, Satanism is still, and will continue to be, a misunderstood religion. But even if Satanism was like its popular 
culture counterpart, it still makes a lot more sense than Scientology.
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